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While like a noise of rain
Leaves rustle in the wind.
Then from the inner gloom
The scratching of a mouse
May echo down my mind
And sound around the room
In this dark house.
The vague scent of a flower,
Smelt then in that warm air
From gardens drifting in,
May slowly overpower
The vapid lavender,
Till feebly I begin
To count the scents I knew
And name them one by one,
And search the names for this.
Dreams will be swift and few
Ere that last night be done.
And gradual silences
In each long interim
Of halting time awake
Confuse all conscious sense.
Shadows will grow more dim>
And sound and scent forsake
The dark ere dawn commence.
In the new morning then,
So fixed the stare and fast,
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